TALES OF DESTINT

happen. For what is written in the scroll of fate
cannot be changed. From kismet there is no escape/
" ' Then tell me this, O astrologer, from your stars: is
my noble lady here ever going to have a child, a son ?'
" ' That question I cannot answer. Unless I have the
horoscope of her highness, cast by skilled hands at
the time of her birth, I cannot tell which planet
rules her destiny.'

" ' Alas, we knew not these things among my people
down in Amritsar/ I heard my lady murmur.
" ' Bah! ; exclaimed the serving woman contemp-
tuously. She had flung open her veil, unashamed as
are women of her station that I, not her brother or
her husband, should gaze upon her face. It was a
pleasant enough face of a woman of five-and-twenty
years of age; yet, methought, as I looked into it now,
that there was unseemly boldness in her eye and even
something of wanton abandonment in her manner.
" * Bah! If your stars cannot get us what we wish,
what good are they ? Better pray at a Hindu shrine
to Krishna, god of love revels, than waste time in
consulting a Moslem astrologer. That is what I have
said all along, dear lady'; and with undoubtedly
great affection the woman folded to her breast her
now sobbing mistress*                  *

" I turned away, as was proper, and busied myself
with a chart of the heavens over which I had been
poring when my visitors had arrived. On again
raising my eyes, I found that I was alone*
" This incident I had well nigh forgotten, and near a
year had elapsed. For some months I had not seen
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